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Tats ASCERSION 


“Walk Softly,A Dream Lies Here” CD 
Available again in the US - This time featuring beautiful new 
artwork throughout. “Walk Softly..” is one of the band’s 
most mature records to date - weaving beautiful 
melodies, driving rhythm with angelic vocals. 


“Light and Shade” CD 

Digitally re-mastered with two additional tracks - this dise 
also features gorgeous new artwork, making it a must for 
any This Ascension fan, and an ideal album for those who 
are just discovering the band. 


“SEVER” AVAILABLE THIS WINTER 


eA. 
Various Artists: “1/10 


A Tess REcorps ANTHOLOGY 


The premier Tess Records compilation featuring exclusive tracks from 
each Tess recording artist (up to release date) plus one track from 
each album to date. "Aria" offers an interpretive look into the works 
of This Ascension, Faith & the Muse, Autumn, Trance to the Sun and 
Blade Fetish, while providing unheard material for the devoted and a 
glimpse at the essence of Tess itself for the new. A dark yet 
enlightening collection of beauty. 


BLADE FETISH 
“Absinthe” CD 


“Hidden Faces” CD 

The long awaited full length release form Clan of Xymox. 
Produced by John A. Rivers (Dead Can Dance & 
Love and Rockets) and David M. Allen (The Cure & 
Sisters of Mercy.) 


“Out of the Rain” CD-Single 

The first single from Clan of Xymox, in years. 
“Qut of the Rain” marks a return to the sound that has 
made them legendary. 


NEw RELEASE DUE OuT SPRING 


AU UMM 


“The Hating Tree” CD 
Creating layered ethereal soundscapes is what Autumn is 
famous for. Enthralling female vocals, against a wash of 
guitars and driving bass lines interweave smoothly to 
produce a mood of pure darkwave bliss. 
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THIS ASCENSION 


“Tears in Rain” 


TRANCE TO THE SUN Po 
= “Bloom Flowers, Bloom” CD 508 
mae 


Watch for tour dates and special events... coming soon... 


For information or a free catalogue, write: info@tessrecords.com Tess Records, Po Box 206, Santa Barbara, Ca. 93102-0206 


To order any Full Length CD please send $15.ppd. CD-Single send $6.50ppd. 
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A remarkable novel. 


Kiernan writes like 
a Gothic cathedral Deeply. wonderfully, 
magnificently nasty 


— NEIL GAIMAN 


on fire. 


—POPPY Z. BRITE 
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"NEW short story collection 
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Cover.and interior illos by 
J. K.-Potter. Intro by Peter 
Straub; afterword by Caitlin 
R. Kiernan. Preface/story 
notes by Poppy. Signed & 
nuintiered.edition $44. 
Deluxe leather, traycased 
edition with bonus J.K. 
Potter illos and Poppy's 
first short story told on tape 
when she was a child $155. 
fo 0 
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Cover photo by Fred H. Berger 


of HEROES, New York's most 
gorge! (212)929-6060 


Backdrop of cover photo courtes: 
fabulous 80s retro dance club; i 


Working for the Yankee Dollar. “The ruble 

is good ilet paper,” says Dmitri. This 

deals only in dollars, Deutsche marks, 
lled substances, cigarettes, and 

othe id currencies, “or you can take 

a walk mister!” It’s THE BASKETBALL 

DIARIES, Russian style; he even looks 

a little like Leonardo DiCaprio. : 


“Let’s have a black celebration, 
Black celebration, Tonight, To 
celebrate the fact, That we’ve 
seen the back, Of another 
black day...” 


Dmitri sweetly sings to his girl 
Zosia from DEPECHE MODE’s 
“Black Celebration,” a beautiful 
song of eros and despair from 
the album of the same name. 
He calls it, “the soundtrack 

of my life.” His David Gahan 
rendition is flawed, but heart- 
breakingly sincere, with an 
endearing hint of self-mockery. 


all over Europe; you've heard of white slavery? A nice white Russian 
ass like mine is in high demand. Friends tell us to get tested for HIV. 
So many people have AIDS here. You go out, you get high, you find 
a friend for a nighttime, so who cares. Condoms are hard to get and 
hey are not the good foreign kind, just the famous russian roulette 
brands that are on “friendly terms” with the AIDS virus. Translation: 
hey have tiny holes you usually cannot see, but you know they are 
here. Or they go on strike like everyone in this country, and tear like 
wet cheese cloth. But most of the time no one even cares. They 
would tell you, “Condom, what is that!? Pass the Vodka, will you 
comrade? O yes, | think it was the name for the collective farms that 
Stalin forced the peasants into; | remember that from school.” Well 
dropped out of school when | was 14 so how should | know? 
So they say, “get tested,” but the clinics here are without facilities 
0 do them. And so what if you know you are positive, there is no 


y name is Dmitri. | live in Moscow, capital of Russia. We 
Mi were once a great empire, but now, thanks to democracy, 

we are a nation of gangsters and whores. Drugs are all over 
the place. The police don’t care; they are paid to look away. Cocaine 
is my favorite; I’m hooked, so | am a hooker — makes sense, right? 
But when I’m working | think mostly of my girlfriend Zosia. | would 
do anything for her; what more can | say? | am not a fag; | only do 
it with men for money, and only for real money like dollars and 
deutsche marks. The ruble is good for toilet paper. So you might 
say, “Why doesn’t this boy get a job, look at him, he’s healthy and 
smart.” Well let me tell you, you ignorant American, no one gets 
paid anymore in my country. All the companies are broke, and peo- 


ple are stupid enough to work for nothing, 


or months, for years. But 


not 
so | 


with 


keep all the money. 


Zosia dances nude at tl 


me. So how many s 


Let me tell you my friend, 


tyo 


Dmitri! | turn tricks and it pays alright, an 


sex is all that’s 


| don’t have a pimp 


e bar outside the Army base. That's o.k. 
rippers and hustlers does one city need? 
eft to do, and there is plen- 


work for everyone. 


he mafia sells women and girls and boys 


als do 


For 


a 


medicine to take. Many hospital 


s do not even have penicillin or mor- 


phine. Funny thing, | can ge 


morphine on the s 
not have it. People with bullet holes in 


heir pain; this is a joke, don’t you think? 


un we go to the nightclubs. There is a 


reet, but the hospi- 
hem get aspirin for 


club Propaganda in 


Moscow. It is the most decadent club in all the Russias. You can get 
I the drugs there, and it is this great scene of raves and drag queens, 
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and naked dancing slaves in cages. You know Depeche Mode was there _ ily of rats, and my grandfather drank himself slowly to death. What kind 
to party after they played in Gorki Park last May Day. | spoke to Martin of life is that? | say, “live fast, die young, and stay pretty,” like the song 
Gore for a little bit; | told him “Black Celebration” is my favorite album, by Blondie. Roland called me “Blondie,”...| really miss him. 
that it is the soundtrack of my life. | offered to him a joint, and he smoked They say we have no future. | have lost four friends in the past year: 
ita little bit with me, but he had a woman with him, so nothing happened. _ one by heroine overdose, one murder, one suicide, and one from AIDS. 
| really wanted something to happen, and | forgot all about Zosia, and Nice variety; do you not think so? | wonder what my death will be like? 
she got jealous. | told her you can not keep a fan like me away from _ | think I'd like to die like James Dean, wearing women’s panties under 
Depeche Mode. She is just one more Russian stripper junkie — so what! _his jeans and racing his car, and then crashing it at high speed. | stole 
Or we drive out to the Valley of Armageddon in Yuri's car. Itis an old a car once, and | smashed it through a shop window. | was also wear- 
rocket test center that was destroyed by the Army years ago; it is only _ ing girls’ panties — pink and white. But I’m still alive - too bad, right? 
good now for orgies. We take dope and screw until there is nothing left _ Is this story black enough for you? | hope so, | wouldn’t want to bore 
of us but black stains on the ground. You know, like the ash shadows you. So now you shake your head. Hey, man! I’m no different than the 
of people burned alive in a nuclear explosion. That is how | felt the first others. You do not know what it is like here, to live in a country with- 
time we partied there; | was out of my mind on acid. out hope, where every day is like the one before it and like the one that 
So this is anarchy in Moscow. But there are still rules that | can live will come after it. Where sometimes when | look in the mirror | see a 
by. First, | never get out of bed without a cigarette to begin the day. My _ stranger, some mindless animal, or the face of a ghost. But that is how 
t 
’s 


day begins at 3 or 4:00 in the afternoon, and when | go out | am always it goes these days in the former Soviet Union, in this existence of ours. 
sure to take my leather. It’s black and sleek and warm; my tricks like it, But don’t think | am to be pitied. You should worry about yourself 
and when | move, it makes a wonderful sound like muscles flexing. | got + American, because our problems your country brought on us, and one 
my short MC jacket and leatherman hat from a German banker | lived day they could come back to you. Maybe it will come in the shape of a 
with in Berlin and Moscow before | met Zosia. | was his boy, but now mushroom. Our atomic bombs are for sale on the black market; do you 
I'm Zosia’s man. Trust me, | have seen it all, and|am only 18.Someone know this? | heard about it on the television. The Russian mafia does- 
should give me a medal — Hero of Mother Russia. Roland, the German, _n’t care who buys them. You Americans should not be too sure of your- 
called me his little hero, his “kleine Held,” — so that makes it official. selves. | could tell you about killers and smugglers, and all the night- 
They say heroes die young; | don’t mind. Who wants to live along and mares that are waiting to happen with the wink of an eye. But | won't. 
boring life - not me! My grandmother lives in a windy flat with afam- Have a nice life! Dos Vidanya! 


Your optimistic eyes, Seem like paradise, To someone like mn ey 
: - from DEPECHE MODE’s Black Celebratom 
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oontang or Bus t! 


bie wiverbune in rough bradde from the — lavatory of Duyhkedom US_A. 


The “Poontang ” condom dispenser is 1970s vintage 
Americana. Certified trailer trash chic for a truck stop tryst. 


By the roving photographer Fred if he don’t watch out, 


one of these days he’s gonna get his ass kicked Berger ff ese 
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| RED-HOT 
ITEM! 


"AH HONEY, YOU BEEN PLAYIN’ HARD TA GET, BUT | GOT YA NOW... HEY MISTER, WHO INVITED YOU ANYWAY?! WHAT THE 
F*** YOU DOIN’ HERE WITH THAT CAMERA?! ME AN’ MY GIRL IS BUSY; YOU STUPID OR SOMETHIN’? BUT | CAN SEE YA WANNA 
STICK AROUND A WHILE. THAT'S OK, | SUPPOSE. GO AN’ TAKE YOUR LITTLE PICTURES — SOMETHIN’ FOR YA TO REMEMBER 
US BY — HA, HA — SOMETHIN’ TO REMIND YA OF WHAT YOU AIN'T GONNA GET. WE DON'T MIND, RIGHT TAMMY? WE GONNA 
PUT ON A LITTLE SHOW FOR THIS GUY; IT'LL BE FUN. JUANITA AND TAMMY, YEAH — ROMEO AN’ JULIET — HA, HA — POON- 
TANG OR BUST — OH YEAH, HA, HA, HA! NOW CUM HERE BABY AN ‘GIMME SOME SUGAR. | CAN SWAP SPIT WITH YOU ALL 
DAY DARLIN’. YOU HOT LITTLE NYMPHO; NOW YOU'RE ALL WET. BAD GIRL! DAMN! HMMM...AAAH...MMMM...000..." W 
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CAGED HEAT 


In the heat of the day 
In the heat of the moment 
A moment rubbed raw and blistered 


pall pabeg Joy SNA 


IN THE HEAT OF THE STREET 
IN THE HEAT OF PASSION 
THIS CIRCLE OF FIRE 


CAGED HEAT 


Verse by Sheila Wolf Photos by Fred H. Berger © Models: Janusz and Kristoffer 


In the silence of being 
Phosphorescent clouds and eyes 


name and delight 
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Brett Anderson reveals all to Chris Newkirk and Brooks Hansson 


Photo: Kevin Cummins, London Features : 


actually strap on some kind of helicopter and fly off.” 
Consistent with the themes of The London Suede’s lat- 
est release, the gloriously eclectic “Sci-fi Lullabies” (a 
double-cd collection of b-sides), singer Brett Anderson has 
always been fixated and fascinated with the future. “When | was 
a kid at school, | wanted to live in the future. | really thought by 
now that it was gonna be space food, bubble cars and jet packs.” 

If he is indeed disappointed with the cuisine, transportation 
and fashion accessories of today, he is admittedly delighted with 
where he finds himself in 1998. “I've always wanted to be in a 
band since the womb,” says Brett, sounding utterly believable. 
“It was some kind of genetic mistake — when | was just a twinkle 
in my fathers eye that’s what | wanted to do.” 

Who would of thought that he would have risen from the rub- 
ber-gloved hell that is the destiny of your average toilet cleaner 
to the heaven of spotlights and screaming fans. “Yeah, being an 
icon is great. | didn’t choose that for myself — other people did 
that — but it is okay, isn’t it?,” Brett says half-laughing. “Of all the 
problems you could have with your job, | think that being an icon 
is probably one of the best.” 

“Yeah, | used to clean toilets. It's a strange thing about the 
band; everyone in Suede has at one point cleaned toilets for a 
living. In fact, Matt used to clean toilets on airplanes,” laughs 
Brett. “So if it all goes down the dumper, we all have a profes- 
sion to fall back on. We’re not just pretty boys — we could be 
cleaning toilets right now!” 

Cleaning toilets. It sounds dirty and grimy, but Brett, even in 
his lyrics, is not one to shy away from the seediness of life. From 
the band’s debut LP, “The London Suede,” to “Sci-Fi Lullabies,” 
the lyrical content featured on Suede albums explores the dark- 
er sides of love and life, from drug-addled realities to futuristic 
landscapes. Brett’s movie-like images are peppered with cheap 
drugs and sloppy sex. They strike the audience in very much the 
same way a David Lynch movie does — pulling back the covers 
and exposing the dark side of white-picket suburbia. 

There’s a forlorn sense of adolescent yearning throughout the 
Suede back catalogue of songs — a desperate craving for the 
cure to misbegotten love affairs, an urgent search for the way 
home to the blue middle class dream. Brett’s rich, sultry vocals 
breathe life into a seemingly grim version of modern existence. 
And with his sweeping range, the short story-like vignettes are 
executed with the precision’and drama of a’ Broadway musical: 

Brett’s characters roam free through scenes of suburban 
decay as in some escapist’s dream. The characters are, howev- 
er, very real to him. “I've never really been able to write about 
stuff | don’t know. | can only sing about the things | do know and 
the things | know well. Ifthere are recurring themes, it's because 
my life hasn’t changed so much,” Brett states matter-of-factly. “If 
| become a water polo champion then it will appear in the lyrics,” 
he quips before continuing with his point. “There isn’t a person 
in the songs that | don’t know. All of the people in the songs are 
me or the band or my friends. | don’t make up characters, I’m 
probably not clever enough to.” 

While Brett borrows characters from real life, his muse often 
dips into literary and cinematic pools of inspiration. “The songs 
are about people | know, but the feel of books and the feel of 
films have totally influenced the way | write,” Brett explains. “I 
like everything Nick Roeg, a British film director, has done. And 
I've probably read more in the last three months than I've read 
in the rest of my life. Normally | get bored just reading the back 
of a crisp packet.” 

In addition to films and books, Brett insists that any song at any 
given moment can provide profound inspiration. “Everything | 
hear is an influence. I’m not very discriminating; | listen to the 


4 4 t still disappoints me every morning | get up and | don’t 


radio and everything sounds great, and then | go through peri- 
ods when nothing sounds any good at all, even the greatest 
records in the world sound like a wet fart. And then a moment 
after, everything | hear sounds great,” says Brett. “You can get 
inspiration from anything; there's not a holy canon of things that 
are great. | listen to any old shit and get something from it.” 

From the beginning, well before the release of their self- titled 
debut album, the London Suede rightfully demanded wide 
spread attention. Based on the release of the singles “Metal 
Mickey” and “Animal Nitrate,” Suede were proclaimed the best 
band in Britain in ‘93. The album subsequently went straight to 
number one in England where it turned gold on the second day 
of its release. It eventually won the 1993 Mercury Music Prize. 

The album, brimming with sexual ambiguity and androgyny, 
entered an American scene laden with Nirvana-mimicking 
grunge rock, affirming its difference with a refreshing preten- 
tiousness and a glam rock studded artsiness that was simply 
overflowing with style and substance. At last, it seemed, the 
gradually-growing-restless Morrissey fans were offered a new 
form of obsession, the alienated reuniting with an all-embracing 
sexuality and brooding romanticism. 

With the release of their debut came The Quote. The one 
where Brett casually referred to himself as a “bisexual who has 
never had a homosexual experience.” Suddenly Brett found 
himself smack in the center ring of a pathetically misguided 
media circus. The Quote created a whirlwind of negative feed- 
back from the British press. “I was trying to say something pret- 
ty simple. | was trying to say something that | thought was quite 
inclusive,” explains Brett, slightly exasperated. “I just always 
wanted us to be a band that was about things that were big and 
universal and above pettiness. | was just trying to say that me 
and the band were open to everyone, but | probably put it in a 
simpler way and it’s haunted me ever since like a bad smell.” 

Because of their unique sound, music journalists have had a 
rough time finding reference points to describe Suede’s music. 
More often than not, they're left resorting to comparisons of The 
Beatles, David Bowie and The Smiths. 

However, after the release of three albums and a double-cd of 
b-sides, it's obvious that Suede defy categorization, perhaps 
setting themselves up to become a reference point for bands to 
come, inspiring @ legion of Suedesque bands for tomorrow. 
“Jesus, | hope not, that would be horrible wouldn't it?” Brett 
laughs sarcastically. “If we.are inspirational, | hope we inspire 
someone that sounds nothing fucking like us; | hope we inspire 
some folk band or something. You can take the feel of something 
without just copying it straight off.” 

“I's a bit sad; bands who follow always find the worst thing about 
the-band and copy them,” Brett addss‘That thing with Nirvana in 
America. ‘This is true punk rock and blah, blah, blah, we're going 
to smash the system’ and it justyended up leaving a whole lot of 
people with jack shit — thinking about how depressed they were.” 

The release of ballad-heavy “Dog Man Star,” Suede’s second 
full-length album, was partly eclipsed by the departure of gui- 
tarist/songwriter Bernard Butler. The songwriting duo, frequently 
compared with The Smiths’ Morrissey and Marr, had split uncer- 
emoniously, leaving fans prematurely lamenting the loss of 
future albums. 

However, the split wasn’t nearly as traumatic as it seemed to 
those outside the band. In fact, Brett insists that it had a positive 
impact on the band. “I think it was a good thing for us. Any one 
who is any good tends to give themselves an artistic shake-up 
every now and then,” Brett states confidently. “While some peo- 
ple can just do it by listening to new records or moving to anoth- 
er bit of town, the split was good for us, it simply meant that we 
didn’t repeat ourselves.” 
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Shortly after Bernard’s departure, 17-year-old Richard Oakes 
was recruited, and with this, a constant curiosity as to whether 
young Oakes had the ability to fill the shoes of Butler, not only 
as a musician but as a songwriter. 

Many fears were allayed with the release of “Together” and 
“The Bentswood Boys,” Richard's first songwriting collabora- 
tions with Brett. Moreover, Brett humorously points out that “[the 
arrival of Oaks] brought the average age down. We keep throw- 
ing these youngsters into the band. Me and Matt and Simon are 
actually five years younger now. It's great, I'll be a vampire.” 

The real proof of Richard’s (and Suede’s) coming of age, how- 
ever, was the anthemic “Coming Up.” Released to critical acclaim 
and eventual stellar commercial success, the LP revived the 
band’s early status as one of the best bands in Britain, proving to 
the skeptics and nay sayers alike (if not to the entire world) that 
Suede was a confident, capable and resilient act that could not 
only still turn a good tune but easily reduce grown men to tears. 
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How much further up can you go from “Coming Up?” We'll 


hopefully find out by late summer or early autumn. “We're 
demoing at the moment and kind of messing about. We've been 
going into cheap studios and recording what ever comes into our 
head and getting ready for proper recording. There isn’t really a 
blue print for the album; more than ever we haven't really 
planned anything. It's sounding quite odd and quirky,” says Brett 
optimistically. “However, everybody has succumbed to the lure 
of living in London, so we are taking a bit of time off.” 

So, what words would the man who spends so much of his 
time splattering futuristic metaphors on the urban backdrop of 
Britain want us to write one hundred times on the chalkboard of 
our dreams? “What you do in your head, you do in your head,” 
| love that lyric,” says Brett, describing what he would choose as 
the definitive Suede lyric (if not manifesto). “That's one of the 
things that means a million things to me. It probably sounds 
completely blank to the rest of the world.” V 


Sheehan. London Features 
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Letting Peter be P i 
“Shut up and take the 
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F 5 d fiends, and fellow travelers; 
nen Se lend me your ears. | come 
not to bury the past, but to rejoice in it. My wind- 
ing journey through the darklands of aesthetic 
nihilism, a trek which began in the primordial goth- 
ic morass of 1983, has now come full circle. Here 
| stand, aged by time and misadventure, in my 
own muddied tracks of 15 years past. The earth 
and the air crackle with the same enchantment 
and youthful exuberance of that bygone epiphany, 
that magical threshold of the endless nocturna. In 
those unforgettable days of blood and roses, illu- 
mination had come by way of a primal force, a 
lightning strike, the spark of which ignited the 
flame of PROPAGANDA, the bonfire of the vani- 
ties that has consumed my existence ever since. 
Of this seminal first cause, this expressionist 
muse of mine, you know well; your eyes roll sky- 
ward and a wistful sigh parts your lips at the mere 
mention of its name — BAUHAUS. Indeed, our 
beloved Bauhaus, who had so _ heedlessly 
dropped the torch of “the mysterious and the 
shameful” and never looked back, rides again. 
With the release of the band’s new compila- 
tion CD Crackle on Beggars Banquet, and con- 
current Summer of ‘98 U.S. Reunion Tour, the 
lost years of 1979 to 1983 were gloriously resur- 
rected, years that bore witness to the ephemeral 
reign of this most sensuous and sublime of all 
musical groups. Digitally remastered for optimum 
sound quality, the album’s 16 Bauhaus classics 
include the band’s debut single “Bela Lugosi’s 
Dead”, an epic 9-minute dark slab of sound not 
to be found on any other Bauhaus album. It is 
the song that not only catapulted the band to rar- 
ified heights of notoriety, but which almost single- 
handedly launched that misbegotten grassroots 
and graveyard dirt movement later dubbed 
“gothic” by a wry-witted British journalist for 
cheap laughs and easy classification. Although 
the label was something of a misnomer for soci- 
ety’s perpetual population of alienated, anti- 
heroic romantics, it stuck like a prickly crown of 
thorns tilted at a rakish angle above many an 
affectatiously crestfallen visage. What has all 
this confessional and sociological drivel to do 
with Bauhaus—it has everything to do with it, 
and nothing. “We love our audience...” 
a letter from the editor 
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DEATH IN JUNE 


OVER AMERIC 


“C’est un Reve!” 


acking all the warmth and fury of an out-of-season summer 

squall, Death In June descended upon America in the 

November of ‘97 for its first ever, and perhaps never again, 
U.S. tour. It was a dreadfully long time in coming (nearly two 
decades), and your ever-dutiful Propagandist was on hand to 
immerse himself in this most prodigious event. With two cameras 
dangling about his neck like bandoleers, he joined the bandit 
forces in black leather and camouflage at DlJ’s two New York 
performances held at the dilapidated Angel Orensanz Foundation 
Hall on Manhattan’s Lower East Side. The cavernous baroque 
interior of this crumbling 19th century edifice was the perfect set- 
ting for Douglas P.’s wistful acoustic melodies and lovelorn croon- 
ing which thoroughly enchanted the throng of devoted admirers. 
Pale girls in black made no secret of their feelings with swirling 
dances in celebration of the poet warrior who’s heart bleeds as 
does their own in fountains of desire, streaming into rivulets in 
search of the sea, the Romantic Ideal. And on their lips, the motto 
“to love is to lose, and to lose is to die” from Dlu’s Fall Apart off 
the devastating Wall of Sacrifice LP. 

Similar scenes of sentimental abandon were played out at two 
Floridian forays which were likewise attended by thine own rov- 
ing June-journalist. Although bereft of the benefit of the high 
drama provided by the super-theatrical setting of the New York 
shows, the performances at Orlando’s Club Z (now Odeon) and 
Respectables of West Palm Beach were in no way disappoint- 
ing. When Douglas appeared in white mask, camouflage uniform 
and combat field pack banging out a military march beat on a big- 
ass kettle drum, his deeper than the Black Hole of Calcutta voice 
booming, “C’est un Reve’ (“it is a dream’), it was the boys’ turn 
to get all hot and bothered. It was uninhibited in-your-face 
Romanticism with no quarter asked or given, and no apologies. 

Each of the band’s 17 U.S. engagements featured all 33 of the 
classic DlJ songs from the recently released double CD, 
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Discriminate: A Compilation of Personal Choice. And like 
each one of the shows propagandized here, every one of these 
riveting existentialist tunes, dripping with the “nectar of submis- 
sion,” is a haunting and unforgettable experience that touches 
the inner-most heart. 


FHB: What is the story behind the white mask that you wear? 
Where did you get it? What are its origins? Is there a strange 
story associated with it? Does it somehow relate to Yukio 
Mishima’s novel Confessions of a Mask? Why is Mishima impor- 
tant to you; how has he influenced your work? 

DP: | bought the mask in Venice. | was walking past a shop that 
specialized in Carnival Masks and amongst all the plethora of 
suns and moons | saw right through the shop and noticed him 
hanging up at the back. | supposed he called to me. As soon as 
| saw it, it seemed perfect and correct. Before | had even read 
any Mishima the idea of a certain degree of anonymity about 
DEATH IN JUNE had an appeal. From the outset in 1981 we had 
used masks on stage and turned our backs to the camera in 
photo-shoots. All 3 original members despised the traditional 
“rock-n’-roll” way of selling a group, so we went in another direc- 
tion. We had also come from another direction! | feel Yukio 
Mishima inspired me rather than influenced me. | was originally 
introduced to his work, and the work of Jean Genet, in 1980, but 
it wasn’t for 5 years that | actually felt moved to read any of it. 
When | did, of course, it had an amazing impact on me. Patrick 
Leagas and myself had just finished the NADA! album and over- 
all it was a very strange period for me. Mishima and Genet came 
at the right time. They helped me survive. 

FHB: You have an obvious fetish for camouflage. What is its sym- 
bolic significance? Does it relate in any way to the samurai code of 
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“Hidden Amongst the Leaves?” What is meant by this expression, 
and how does this code apply to your life and your art? 
DP: The correlation between the Japanese ethic of Hagakure, 
or “Hidden Amongst the Leaves,” and the fact that | wear cam- 
ouflage clothing is important. | really do believe that it is better to 
work in a quiet, behind-the-scenes type of way to truly achieve 
your goals. To remain camouflaged and undetected for as long 
as possible guarantees more effective results. However, that 
whole idea goes beyond that. It is The Will’s sole commitment to 
one way. 
FHB: Do you see yourself as a sort of romantic warrior, or war- 
rior poet? What figures in history have inspired you to adopt this 
as an ideal? What do you know personally of war; have you 
ever experienced it first hand, or witnessed its immediate after- 
math, such as in Croatia? Is this what you refer to in the song 
Fields of Rape. 
DP: | would never refer to myself as a warrior poet. That label 
may be applied to others more worthy. | was in Croatia in 1992 
and did see the aftermath of hostilities, and it was those that trig- 
gered my further involvement. Fields of Rape was written years 
before the Balkan War started, so there is no immediate link. 
However, | suppose post-rationalists would say we had an eye 
into the future. 
FHB: Have you done anything to help the Croatian cause with 
regard to the recent Balkan crisis? Why is Croatia so dear to 
you? Does this explain your decision to form a Croatian label — 
Twilight Command? 
DP: The scenes we saw in Croatia in ‘92 were so appalling that 
| felt compelled to act as an individual. As the tapes of the con- 
cert we performed in Zagreb sounded good, | decided to combine 
these with the recordings DlJ had done for Croatia National 
Radio and issue the Something Is Coming album. The pro- 
ceeds from that went directly to the clinic that basically put plas- 
tic arms and legs onto those who had lost their own limbs. We 
were accommodated very close to this hospital so had seen first- 
hand the massive amounts of wounded that crowded the building 
and the surrounding streets. There wasn’t enough room for them 
all inside. Facilities were non-existent and any help was wel- 
come. With the notable exceptions of Germany and Austria, the 
other Western European countries had basically turned their 
backs to the war and, in particular, to Croatia. My feelings for that 
country and the Croat people ran deep. | love the people very 
much, and their commitment and natural leanings towards the 
West of Europe belied their tragedy of being perceived as 
Eastern European. They are not! Whenever the apparently eter- 
nal struggle of East v. West raises its gruesome head, the Croats 
are always in the frontline. The powder-keg of Europa is the 
Balkans, and Croatia happens to have its head right over the 
charge. Outside of my natural love for that people, and their 
instinct for struggle and liberty, what better place than the new 
frontline of a New Europa for the setting up of a new Eurocentric 
label such as the Anglo-Croatian Division of NEW EUROPEAN 
RECORDINGS? Zagreb was a perfect home for TWILIGHT 
COMMAND. 
FHB: Do you consider the recent Balkan crisis the fulfillment of 
your lyric from Giddy Giddy Carousel — “Europa has burned, and 
will burn again.” What do you think will happen in Bosnia after the 
U.N./U.S. peacekeepers pull-out? 
DP: Basically, yes! When | wrote those lyrics in 1988 | had a feel- 
ing that war would happen again in Europa. It is the Bloodbath of 
the world. Europeans are cursed to perpetually struggle until 
Death. The Living march hand-in-hand with the Dead, keeping 
the same friends and fighting the eternal enemy. Whether or not 
the U.N./U.S. “peace keepers” are there will make no difference 
photo: Dennis Suckling 


to the final outcome. It is a frontline area of the world. One of the 
most important areas of the civilized World. Minefields and 
barbed wire should be there to stay. It would be naive and dan- 
gerous to think otherwise! We should have more minefields and 
barbed wire! 

FHB: Mishima’s recurring theme of “art and action” (art and war) 
seems likewise to be your creed. Is this the case? How have you 
put this to work in your life and art? 

DP: | always feel uneasy about comparisons with exceptional 
people such as Mishima, but | have tried to maintain some sort of 
balance between these twin concepts. I’m a happier person when 
there is a balance and both sides of my character are being 
catered for. The difficult thing is achieving it! My Love, My Life, My 
Work are all wrapped up into the same Whole that is constantly 
being juggled around. 

FHB: Do you have a significant following in Japan? Have you 
toured Japan — in what capacity? How did you find it — playing to 
a Japanese audience? 

DP: In 1989-90 DEATH IN JUNE performed in various cities in 
Japan, along with CURRENT 93, SOL INVICTUS and NON. In 
all, | spent about 2 months there. All of the concerts were well 
attended and well received. | think that wherever I've been in the 
world there are always people of a certain type, or intensity, that 
will be appreciative and fascinated by my work. For whatever 
reason! Whether it be Berlin, Zagreb, London, New York or Tokyo 
there are people who think, speak and act in a similar fashion. 
FHB: Were you moved by your visit to the tomb of Yukio Mishima, 
or the Temple of the Golden Pavilion? 


Douglas P. and 
Albin Julius: a 
toast to “greater 
times.” 


Mee 


DP: My visit to Yukio 
Mishima’s grave on 
Christmas Day 1989 
was a very special 
present to myself. It was a 
great day. That visit, combined 
F with the day Rose MacDowall 
and myself walked through a 
summer storm in Tokyo to the 
Eastern Army Barracks, where 
Mishima committed suicide, 
were very moving events. We felt 
as though his spirit was with us. 
FHB: Your stage persona is very 
militaristic, and yet many of your 
lyrics seem based on affairs of the 
heart. How do you reconcile this 
apparent paradox? Does being gay 
make this reconciliation any easier? 
DP: |’ve always been intrigued by the 
juxtaposition of apparent opposites. That 
holds true for art, people, music, whatever. 
I'm unsure if my being gay has anything to do 
with that. | feel very comfortable with para- 
doxes. There is no need for reconciliation. 
FHB: Besides Mishima, what other authors 
have had a great influence on you. Must 
they be gay, such as Jean Genet? Why do 
so many gay men have such an attraction to mili- 
tarism and romantic tragedy? 
DP: |t does help that both authors were gay, but one must 
not forget that they were also very interesting people who 
led interesting lives and did interesting things. Being gay isn’t 
enough. I've not been drawn to any other writers purely 
because they write from a gay perspective. Mishima and 
Genet were very special people with a special gift that moved 
my Life. Whether or not gays are more attracted to militarism 
or romantic tragedy than others is rather a sweeping state- 
ment. I'm not sure if it is correct. 
FHB: Have you ever fantasized about dying a romantic or 
heroic death? What sort of death fascinates you the most? 
Have you ever seriously considered the subject, in the way 
that Mishima did? Or will you go on the way Genet did — to a 
ripe old age, out-living all his lovers. 
DP: Since the age of 14 I've had a lot of people die around 
me. | hate death. | have seriously considered the subject 
and wish my friends and myself were immortal. 
Unfortunately, we're not! 
FHB: Why Death In June? 
DP: The name DEATH IN JUNE came from my mis-hear- 
ing something Patrick Leagas said whilst we were record- 
ing the Heaven Street 12-inch. As soon as | said the 
words we all knew it was the right name for the group. 
We post-rationalized about the meaning of the name 
and we knew it referred to many things, not just one 
thing or another. Destiny literally shouted it at me. Life 
ba gedifrom that point. 


Look for DiJ’s new CD™ Take Care & Control” — to 
be released by World Serpent in the fall_of 1998. 
DIJ contact address: Death In June, 
BM June, London, WCIN 3XX, England 
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SPECIALIZING IN RARE AND OUT OF PRINT VINTAGE INDUSTRIAL 
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Who makes mothers cry 
I'd like to be the one 

Who makes mothers weep 
Brave me and tame me. 
Brave me and tame me 
Here in the fog of the world 
Here in the fog of the world 
But what can be born? 
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At the dawn of th 
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Wrap your face in prayer. 
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Viara; Doll Factory, CT (800) 600-0102 


Siyling: Homan Moliday. 
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Models: Brooks Hansson and Christoph Boutilier 


Literary Review and Photography by Fred H. Berger 


2 Rites is truly the opus noir of an already 
dark body of work; it represents the giddy 
apex of Genet's literary career as a “bomb-throwing” subversive 
and iconoclast. Who else but an incorrigible contrarian could pos- 
sibly fall headlong in love with lovely little traitors like Pierrot and 
Riton who are the embodiment of “heroic evil” in this blackest of 
tomes. In the aftermath of the prison uprising, “Pierrot the 
Squealer’ fingers twenty-eight supposed ringleaders, starved-out 
youths like himself, for summary execution by firing squad. Driven 
by fear and his own anarchic, asocial nature, he pushes through 
the herd of prisoners with such inquisitional fervor that it becomes 
obvious to all that he is moving in the long shadow of a self- 
imposed solitude. Pierrot was a prison flower, much admired by 
the captain of the guard; “He saw his delicate face, his long eye- 
lashes, his freckles, the roundness of his lips, and he saw despair 
was like a dead rose upon him.” What did it matter that many of 
those whom he marked for death were entirely innocent, singled 
out for their youth, perhaps even their beauty — for these were the 
most vulnerable and therefore more easily stared down by the 
boy-accuser than those older and tougher than himself. 

Marveling at the savage grace and treachery of one so young 
and fetching (“What a little bitch the kid is!”), the captain was grate- 
fully reminded of the fresh-faced lads of the Militia, that astounding 
assortment of fascist hoodlums whose raison d’étre was plunder 
and betrayal. And Genet, ever the lover of the loathsome, opened 
his heart to them, and in particular to a strikingly beautiful 17-year- 
old militiaman named Riton, his “naked face powdered with dark- 
ness in which two black eyes were shining...(and) a pout that went 
well with the grace of such hair, with the beret that hung way down 
on one side like a big ear of a hunting dog.” 

After taking part in the execution of the twenty-eight child vic- 
tims, Riton, fresh from the firing squad, celebrates the day’s 
murders by way of a tryst with a handsome young German of 
25, a fabulous blond in the black uniform of the tank troops. The 
phrase, “boys who were lazily screwed from behind like dogs by 
men in boots and spurs,” comes to mind. But this hopelessly 
misbegotten union of Riton the collaborator and Erik the con- 
queror (“the lord of war") was destined not to survive their 
Parisian summer of love. 

Shortly after the Liberation in August 1944, while sitting in a 
Paris cinema, Genet witnesses the tragic fate of “the gentle 
edelweiss (Riton)...whose youth, caught is a deadly trap, was 
dazzling the screen.” The newsreel shows him in the hands of 
the French Resistance, beaten and accused of killing several 
Frenchmen in the street fighting. Genet, whose 20-year-old 
lover, Jean Decarnin, was gunned down in the battle against the 
fascists, intuits that it was Riton who had done the shooting, and 
in willful disregard of his own bereavement is spellbound by the 
“sorry grandeur” of the youth's final moments. Genet pene- 
trates the fog of war and feels Riton’s anguish as he contem- 
plated the advantages of suicide over surrender. Such empathy, 
bordering on adoration, for the “charming young collaborator” 
arises from the sublime yet simple fact that Riton is the very 
incarnation of Genet’s fag demon godhead, of his cherished 
romantic ideal of queer, bandit, and traitor all wrapped up in one 
frightfully gorgeous boy in uniform. Fraught with danger, 
Funeral Rites must be approached with extreme caution owing 
to the potential unforeseen consequences which may be lurking 
on its pages amidst the stains of blood, tears, seaman, and 
unfathomable oily substances. ¥ 


Above: The face of famine, 
“Pierrot the Squealer” 


Left: Erik, who had loved the 
Berlin executioner, who was 
the sole survivor of his battle 
group on the Russian front, 
who killed when it was bad to 
kill, was a traitor to life itself. 
And for this Genet crowns 
him “god of my night.” 
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“The most heinous crimes 
are embellished with a bit of 
light when they are committed 
by a handsome person... 

Erik wore that thin veil of 
shame and light, but the 
executioner once actually 

did discharge in his face.” 
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Right: The winter of 1942/43 brought 
famine to Paris. To survive Riton 
dined on alley cat, and was drawn to 
the waiting arms of the Militia. 
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and furthest-reaching organizations, offers 
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extraordinary purpose to those precious 
ane. Men & Women who, upon the mere 

o> reading of this advert, can do nothing but 
Se hike up their pant and dip toe in the 
cg wellspring of our best intentions. 

od 


OSHCVTS 


TO ol 


NM was a glorious late summer's sunset on the 
| West 14th St. pier in Manhattan. | basked in 

the orange glow that lit the western sky, 
through which sailed an endless stream of jet- 

B liners on their way to Newark International 

fsirport. And | wondered how many criminals and perverts 
were on those gently descending silver phalli of the air, how 
many comely youths and cross-dressers, and other assort- 
ed tramps and toughs worthy of Jean Genet’s theatre of the 
profane. The slashes of red that stabbed the purple clouds 
lined with gold spoke of love and lust, and death. And | 
thought of how that turbulent spectrum mirrored the human 
drama that played itself out on the very street of which this 
pier is the terminal point. West 14th St., that sewer of carnal 
passions where transvestite hookers, their tricks and their 
pimps rule the night, where, by virtue of the local meat pack- 
ing plants, the air hangs heavy with the pungent aroma of 
rotted flesh, a bouquet of filth and disease tremblingly alive 
with perverse potential. 

Caught up in my wistful daydreaming, | was startled to see 
a nimble youth on bicycle come to rest before my gaze, sil- 
houetted by the violent blaze of twilight. Straddling his bike 
like a desperado, he stood transfixed by the dazzling spec- 
tacle of raging colors. | thought, “rather pensive for a 


toughie; the kid has the soul of a poet.” So | approached 
him and saw that his face had “bicycle thief” written all over 
it. | asked him if he would acquiesce to having his picture 
taken — he agreed, this boy who stepped out of Genet's 
mythology of the young hoodlum, whose coltish grace and 
coquetry were his adornment. Not to be outdone, the intre- 
pid lad then insisted that he take my picture. | handed him 
my camera, which he pretended to handle like a pro, but it 
was all part of the game. 

Strangely, his name was Jean, which he pronounced as 
the French do, and although just turned 17, he had already 
read Jean Genet's Our Lady of the Flowers, and believed 
he was reincarnated from someone who died of an o.d. in 
1979 at Studio 54. He knew way too much about that infa- 
mous club, and about infamy in general. (The flamboyant 
French author was known to have attended the legendary 
disco at least once.) But the strange knows no bounds and 
becomes stranger still; the W. 14th St. pier is officially pier 
number 54, and it just so happens that it is also the pier of 
assignation, chance encounters and other wanton plea- 
sures. It all fits somehow, for out of faith in miracles is born 
the substance of dreams come true. “The rest,” as Genet 
writes at the close of his novel Miracle of the Rose, “is inef- 
fable. | say no more and walk barefoot.” V 
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CONFESSIONS OF A MASK 
by Yuki 


and Night and Blood.” 
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ier, many 


I would kiss the lips of those — 


Amid the rush and reed...” 


CONFESSIONS OF'A MAS. ) 
— Osear Wilde, as quoted in. 
CONFESSIONS OF A MASK 


“Fair is the knight who lieth slain — 


tion slaughtered many a Grecian sold 
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“The weapon of my i 
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Models: Mikie and Daniella 


With its unflinchingly honest and gloomy evocations of 
Tokyo's sperm-spangled gay subculture five years after the 
end of the Second World War, Forbidden Colors is perhaps 
Yukio Mishima’s most “dangerous” novel, at least by contem- 
porary American standards of hyper-sensitive political correct- 
ness (get over it people). When first published in Japan in 
1951 it was met by favorable reviews and achieved best-seller 
status, yet in the America of the 1990s this remarkable book 
was taken out-of-print by Alfred A. Knopf of New York (Knopf 
launched it's U.S. debut in 1968). Strangely, of all his 35 nov- 
els, this is the only one which is no longer being published in 
our glorious “land of the free, and home of the brave.” Its no- 
holds-bared portrayal of ultra-promiscuous gay men and ado- 
lescents coupling in public parks by night and burnt-out war 
ruins by day, possessed of a “will to death” and a ferocious 
contempt for womankind, is just so on-target and so raw, that 
it's simply a case of being too hot to handle. And as the man 
says, “you can’t handle the truth!” Forbidden Colors is a work 
of such compelling psychological and philosophical insight, 
and is conveyed with such fervor and pathos, that one is 
inclined to savor, to roll around in one’s mouth, even the most 
extreme of the excesses which it divulges. 

At some point in the story, the old author Shunsuké tells his 
22-year-old protégé Yuichi that beauty’s primary goal must be 
to “strike men dumb.” Said to be “the most beautiful boy in the 
world,” a youth whose physical perfection and grace is 
deemed “miraculous and divine” by all in the fellowship, 
Yuichi’s brilliance does indeed leave men, and women for that 
matter, speechless. He is everyone’s object of desire, who 
sleeps with scores of handsome teenage admirers, a handful 
of well-heeled older men who keep him in high style, and sev- 
eral women whom he seduces and destroys by various means 
for the pure sport of it. From ancient suicide philosophies to 
medieval Japan's Great Cult of the Catamite, and from roman- 
tic war stories to the prurient gossip of gay bars, Forbidden 
Colors spirals ever downward into the murky depths of that 
which is, you guessed it — “forbidden.” W 

Review and Photos by Fred H. Berger 
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Submission-69 bondage pants 

by Kin Montenegro Cloining, 

Philadelphia (215)627-3376, 

| Available at trash & Vaudevisle 
of New York and PAiladelpiia. 


The boy in the hood: Forrest Seward 


Hooded rubber ve: 

Tokyo Joe the re: gs 
shop int ast Village .~ 

(212)473-0724. 
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Photos by Fred H. Berger 
Makeup by Roman Holiday 
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“Boys do it best!” 


Vision Thing 
Christoph on the carpet. 
Performance space 1996 


Post-Mortem 


John floored at Helter Skelter. 
Los Angeles 1990 
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Go-go boy Roman Holiday dances ‘til dawn at HEROES. 


MOTHER, New York's playground of the hip and infamous, features 
new romantic nights at Heroes every fourth Wednesday of the 
month. Brought to you by the legendary Michael T., Heroes spins the 
80s best from Bowie and Boy George to Siouxsie and the Smiths, 
with a lusty crowd of chic freaks always on hand to guarantee an 
evening of divine excess. 
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Photos and Review 
By Fred H. Berger 


ad 


sce a a a asada a 


| Jackie 60, MOTHER’s weekly glamourgeddon, sets the night on 
| = every Tuesday with techno, goth, and industrial sounds, as 
©! as fetish and cabaret extravaganzas. And with house 
sadams Kitty Boots and Chi Chi Valenti in attendance, the fes- 
Ses are kept at fever pitch. (Don’t miss Jackie’s sister club, 
Sick + Drag, on Saturdays; its transgender heaven.) 


eral info: (212) 929-6060. Fang Club: (212) 529-7979. 


hrough the small hours of the morning they move, graceful 
and deliberate, with feline purposefulness. A campaign of 
whispers and encrypted leaflets dropped by moonlight have 
brought them out for night maneuvers. They had come well 
prepared in stainless steel, mesh, and rubberized gear. 
Youthful flesh taut with rank anticipation; nostrils filled with the acrid 
bouquet of cigarettes and hairspray. Rumor, scandal, and revenge! 
“Hey, who's that new boy; he’s gorgeous,” she said in long drawn-out 
vowels. Fierce and electric, their sleek stylized forms glide with sure- 
footed affectation through the cresting darkness. Whether perched 
vaingloriously in the DJ’s command center, or down in the shadowy 
brush of the dance floor, the femme fatale consistently draws fire from 
every direction in a fusillade of armor-piercing envy, disdain and lust. 
(If a girl ain't careful, she could get her hair mussed.) Make no mis- 
take; lipstick never survives the night, the dawn comes all too soon, 
the DJ was a pig, and that beautiful boy turned out to be a fag. But 
isn’t that how it goes these days? “At any rate, that photographer cer- 
tainly has a good eye and now |’m to be in a glossy magazine” she 
purred in exaltation. Oh to be seen — mission accomplished! © 


Go-go vamp tak 
stage at Click+Dri 
New York’s Satur 
night bacchanali 
Info: (212).929-6 


SMACK-hotline: (917) 358-SMAK 
Website: www.smack-fetish.com 
Stay tuned for the next venue! 


Mistress Deville exudes sheer 
presence at SMACK, New 
York’s most fashionable fetish 
club. The ‘bondage babes turn 
outiin force once a month for 
this aptly named watering 


’ hole for the tattooed, the 


black. & blue, and the “Ill try 
anything three times” set. 
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Photo essay by 
Fred H. Berger 
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In the cave of the clan 


tarting back in 1984, Clan of Xymox have always been 

on the cutting edge of modern gothic music. Their cult- 

like status in Europe began with the release of their 

self-produced SUBSEQUENT PLEASURES album, 

and really took off when they joined the 4AD line-up and 
released the legendary CLAN OF XYMOX and MEDUSA Lps. 
Now with their new HIDDEN FACES CD, the Clan returns to that 
4AD sound we all know and love, only now it has an updated 
‘90s feel to it. 

“| started Clan of Xymox in Amsterdam with releasing SUB- 
SEQUENT PLEASURES on my own label in 1984,” recalls 
Ronny Moorings, the founder and lead singer of the band. Of 
course, | wanted to tour, So | asked my girlfriend at the time, 


Anke, to play the bass live and sing on one of my tracks of SUB- 


58 


Jason Hullinger 


SEQUENT PLEASURES, and my former roommate, Pieter, to 
play the keyboards. Looking back, | still have good memories of 
its creation. At the time, | studied and tried to make some music, 
but most of the time didn’t have a clue what | was doing. The 
whole process taught me a lot about the workings of music in 
general. The best thing about SUBSEQUENT PLEASURES was 
that one day, when | was promoting the mini-album in Nijmegen, 
| met Brendan Perry and Lisa Gerrard of Dead Can Dance in a 
restaurant. They were having dinner at the same table | was sit- 
ting at, and they told me they were the support act of the 
Cocteau Twins. After talking for awhile, they invited me to see 
the show, and asked me to come backstage after they played. 
This was my first real life encounter with 4AAD artists. | gave 
Brendan a copy of SUBSEQUENT PLEASURES, and we kept 


Photo: Ziggy 


in contact. A few weeks later, he 
wanted to do a tour with them in the 
ored and accepted the invitation. 


old really fast A band should evolve, and take each album 

an opportunity for new ideas. It would be very boring 

ten of the same albums of a group. It would be like havi 
meal to eat over _and over again. Then again, there al 


[ is back at Clan of Xymox again. When asked 
hy, Ronny explains, “To confuse you and the rack jobbers in 
ord stores. Actually though, everytime we changed the 

it was a sign there was a certain change for us. | feel the 
HIDDEN FACES, connects better with the 4AD peri- 

uld say it is like the third Clan of Xymox album.” 

ith the release of the PHOENIX Lp, Xymox was in 

i isis. At the time, all sorts of people were telling 

rection the band should go. | was living in London 


e hippest on the scene. You can’t help but 

| that musical trap. That's why there is on 

ation of moving towards a sort of dance 

ling up in the U.K. in the early ‘90s.” (Even 
up in it with their MIXED UP album.) 


HEADCLOUDS were just follow- 
Wd everyone was in. On HEA 


r same sound over and 
After HEADCLOUDS, 


basically rediscoveri 
ing related to dance. 


Ronny Moorings — 
leader of Xymox 


| ythos and lingerie, high art and self-pollution — 
| this is the paradox that is Eric Hammer. 
| Looking every bit the bleary-eyed denizen of a 
Parisian opium den, this crusty casualty of 
late 19th century Decadence and Aestheti- 


cism is, although perhaps a hundred years late, the man of 
the hour, or better put - the man of his hour. Living accord- 
ing to a personal ideal of ethereal eroticism, he has creat- 


ed a body of work consisting of nearly thirty paintings 
Hi h Ar d Pp g Pl depicting such archetypal figures as the Earth Mother, fer- 

1¢ t an rivate easures tility goddess, Siren, and witch. Yet, despite their captivat- 

ing, almost photopornographic appeal, and the universality 

of their inspiration, these bawdy masterworks, derived from 
the transmutation of live models through the medium of oil 
paint on canvas, is not meant for the rabble. Rather, their 
function, pure and simple, is that of psychic balm and 
vate pleasure for the benefit of one cloistered genius toilin 
away in pursuit of an excellence to which only a small cir- 
cle has been privy. Other than the handful of paintings that 
have appeared on the album and CD covers of Mors 
Syphilitica and Requiem In White (Monsieur Hammer's 
pet musical projects) none have appeared in any other 
medium, or been offered for sale, until now. 

Unveiled here for the first time are the works “Bra #4” 
and “Vine.” The former piece, like its three predecessors, 
owes as much to Victoria’s Secret lingerie catalogues as it 
does to pre-Raphaelite aesthetics; but it is only in this 
artist's free-associating, stream of obscene consciousness 
mentality that the two could ever come together for the pur- 
pose alluded to most euphemistically in the opening sen- 
tence of this review. Speaking of which, and requiring the 
ultimate leap of faith and prurient imagination, is a work 
that we sorely wished to publish, but could not for fear of 
offending community standards. Again exhibiting his flare 
for seamlessly coupling the sacred with the salacious, this 
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REVIEW BY FRED H. BERGER 


LORETTAS DOLL 


“TALES FROM 


THE DOLL 
HOUSE” 


Review by Tracy R. Twyman 


Just beyond the grasp of intellect lies the mystery that is 
Loretta’s Doll. No one really knows where these wanderers of 
the wasteland are headed, or what they’re really here for, 
although they claim that it all began with a lonely 8-year-old 
girl named Loretta who desperately needed company. As the 
story goes, one day she received a surprise visit from a beau- 
tiful doll who appeared in her bedroom in “a streak of light.” 
No mere Cabbage Patch Kid, this one could talk, and you did- 
n't even have to pull the string. She was a prophet, a harbin- 
ger of a new aeon, and she initiated Loretta into the magickal 
arts. Then Loretta was told to find five musicians qualified and 
capable of interpreting the prophecy. “Through the chosen, the 
truth would be revealed.” 

At this point in their fanciful tale from the nursery, they are 
signed by the London-based World Serpent Distribution. The 
good folks at World Serpent must have been really impressed. 
With groups like Death In June and Current 93 on their roster, 
they can’t afford to fool around. After all, there’s a whole cos- 
mos at stake here, isn’t there? The quixotic quintet released 
The Chemical Theatre as the first “sampling of information” 
from Loretta’s Doll. This was followed by XX/ Degrees, World 
of Tiers and War of the Worlds. Then for two years the doll was 
silent, until moved by the spirit to communicate, this time 
through their latest release, Nocturnal Arcade, an 8-track mas- 
terpiece with some forebodingly bothersome artwork. It’s 
available at your nearest record shop of the whimsical and the 
arcane. Listen closely; it’s prophecy. Contact: Suffering Clown, 
PO Box 2124, New York, NY 10009. 


Review by Elana Levin 


Children should be advised not to try this 
at home. 


Emerging from the gritty hollows of the New York 
goth scene, Voltaire, an artist and musician worthy 
of the title “Renaissance Man”, actually makes a 
living out of being dark and mysterious. On the 
visionary front, he writes and illustrates two popu- 
lar comic books of the infernal persuasion for Sirius 
Comics, and has done award-winning animated 
station IDs for MTV, the Sci-Fi Channel and USA 
Network. His aesthetic is one of profound darkness 
and depth displayed in intricate detail upon a land- 
scape of the imagination peopled by such archetyp- 
al figures as a winged Anubis, the goddess Kali 
and Chinese dragons, marauding skeletons, fair 
maidens on the sacrificial altar, and bats galore. 
One recurring figure in this fantastical repertoire is 
a tall man in black with a pointed beard (presum- 
ably the artist himself), who makes appearances in 
the comic books Chi-Chian and Oh My Goth! as well 
as the animated shorts. Although equal parts 
Bosch, Geiger and Burton, the art of Voltaire is the 
mark of a rugged individualist who has managed to 
stake out his own little plot of ground on the battlefield of the 
culture war. 

Trench warfare is a deadly business indeed, not unlike a 
burial ground full of open graves just waiting for new ten- 
ants, requiring ever more earthworks with which to secure 
one’s own position against the ebb and flow of the conflict 
and the merciless elements. And with his keen sense of sur- 
vival and “the happy death” in mind, Voltaire has recently 
laid the groundwork for a self-titled musical endeavor. With 
the release of The Devil’s Bris CD this past summer on 
Projekt Records, the artist has made his first push on the 
acoustic front. His music is distinctly old world, a kind of 
Phantom of the Opera meets Fiddler on the Roof. Be on the 
look out for it, before it jumps up and bits you on your dainty 
oh so goth derriere! 

See the Projekt ad in this issue for CD ordering info. 
Comic book ordering info: (973)328-6606 
Visit the Voltaire website at www.voltaire.net 


VOLTAIRE’S DOUBLE DARE 


photo: E. Katie Holm 


black tape for a blue girl 


change means growth, then no band has grown 

more in terms of their sound than Black Tape for a 

Blue Girl. The band hit a milestone with their 1996 

release, REMNANTS OF A DEEPER PURITY, which 
continues to stand as a monument to quality song writing and 
musicianship. Sam Rosenthal, the band’s founder and primary 
song writing, has always surrounded himself with more than just 
competent musicians. He surrounds himself with people who have 
a true feeling for his music — people who bring out the living ener- 
gy and soul of what he has written on paper. On REMNANTS..., 
the haunting string arrangements of Vicki Richards (violin) and 
Mera Roberts (cello) made Black Tape’s music jump off the page - 
made it multi-dimensional. 

“It complimented the vocals of Lucian [Casselman] and Oscar 
[Herrera],” said Sam at the time of the CD's release. “I've always 
liked giving the music a complete sound — an instrumental back- 
drop to give the songs more depth.” 

This is also true on the upcoming Black Tape release, AS ONE 
AFLAME LAID BARE BY DESIRE. Only this time, the music is 
supported primarily by wind instruments — flutes, oboes and bas- 
soons. This truly unique feature of Black Tape’s music gives this 
band an almost archaic sound. (Bravo!) It stands out above the 
rest in this day of over-processed, over-produced ensembles. The 
music is thus intelligent and contemplative. It is different from pre- 
vious Black Tape releases in that it’s more melodic, less ambient. 
Sam says this is because of the use of instruments like the flute, 
played very nicely (I might add) by Lisa Feuer. 
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By Saul Stadt 


Sam and Lisa form the bond that forms the band 


“Writing music for the flute is quite differ- 
ent than writing music for a lot of the instru- 
ments I’ve written for in the past,” says Sam. 
‘This includes my own keyboards, which 
normally just blend into a song to fill it out. 
The flute demands something more struc- 
tured and melodic, so it has the conse- 
quence of changing my writing style. The 
flute arrangements that Lisa played on this 
new CD were almost like another vocal 
character — a counterpart to Oscar’s vocals. 
On the song, ‘Tell Me You've Taken 
Another,’ you can really notice this aspect of 
the flute as an instrument.” 

As far as the lyrical content of Sam's 
music goes, he continues to draw upon a 
deep well of emotional fodder. Very often he 
uses his own personal journals for inspira- 
tion — loves found, loves lost, places trav- 
eled, people encountered, etc. On the new 
album, he adds a very interesting source to 
nourish his already fertile mind — the paint- 
ings of famed French modernist painter, 
Marcel Duchamp. 

“I've been using his paintings, and his 
thoughts about those paintings as a jumping 
off point,” explains Sam. “I merge some of his 
thoughts with my own. Reaching a brief 
enlightenment — a realization caused by erot- 
ic desire — or just desire — and then falling 
back into the swirl of things. Actually, the 
song ‘Given’ on the new album, highlights 
this kind of realization — the idealization of 
love as a concept rather than dealing with it 
as a real thing. One of Duchamp’s pieces 
directly influenced the idea for this song.” 

Other songs on the album, like “Russia” 
and “The Green Box,” also make powerful 
emotional statements — although it’s as much for just their melod- 
ic content as it is for any lyrical content. But that’s been a trade- 
mark of Black Tape’s music all along. No wonder this band has 
been getting more and more attention from the mainstream press 
— like MTV and Spin Magazine. Now with their new distribution 
deal through Warner Brothers, Black Tape for a Blue Girl (along 
with other Projekt label releases) will get the mass distribution 
this band has deserved for a long time. It will cleanse the 
unwashed masses. 

Even the title of this new CD, AS ONE AFLAME LAID BARE BY 
DESIRE has significance in Black Tape’s scheme of things, which 
has always been another trademark of this band. No one can ever 
accuse Sam of not putting thought into his titles. 

“Again, the idea for the title was given birth to by a Duchamp 
painting,” reveals Sam — whose esoteric inspirations have made 
him the darling among goth’s art elite. “It's about desire as a mech- 
anism to reveal things... both in a mental sense and a physical 
one. The title song itself deals with different aspects of what is 
uncovered when one is in a state of desire or enhanced senses. In 
fact, Julianna (the band’s guitarist) was joking that this will be an 
album of unnatural desires!” 

Your only desire right now should be to pick up this amazing CD 
when it’s released in January of ‘99. Black Tape played some of 
the music from it during their recent tour on the Projekt Festival — 
and the response from the crowds was very positive. 

Check out more about Black Tape and the other Projekt bands 
on the internet at www.projekt.com. W 


projekt respects the right to free speech, though we often question the welrder 
aspects of Propaganda Magazine. C'est la vie. 
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The Projeke 


PROJEKT PRESENTS A BRAND NEW LABEL COMPILATION 
FEATURING SONGS FROM THE CURRENT YEAR'S RELEASES, 
ALONG WITH “TEASER” SELECTIONS FROM UPCOMING 1999 
ALBUMS BY BLACK TAPE FOR A BLUE GIRL AND ATTRITION. 
It’s THE PERFECT INTRODUCTION TO THE LABEL CREATING 
THE BUZZ IN THE GOTHIC / ETHEREAL / AMBIENT GENRE, 
AND A GREAT REFRESHER FOR THE CONVERTED. 


SOMETHING WICKED THIS WAY COMES: VOLTAIRE. DIRECT 
FROM THE UNDERGROUND NEw YORK GOTH SCENE COMES 
THIS STRANGE BREW OF GYPSY VIOLINS, CELTIC RHYTHMS, 
SARDONIC WIT AND TURN-OF-THE-CENTURY MAYHEM. 


V oltaires Wit 


COMBINING BEAUTIFUL OLD-WORLD MELODIES WITH 
VICIOUSLY SARCASTIC LYRICS, THE Drvit's BRIS IS THE 
‘THREE PENNY OPERA OF THE TWENTY-FIRST CENTURY. 
WirH WAGNERIAN BRAVADO AND BRECHTIAN ALLURE, 
‘VOLTAIRE HAS CRAFTED TWELVE SONGS OF LOVE, LOSS, 

REVENGE AND DISMEMBERMENT SURE TO BRING A SMILE TO 
EVEN THE DARKEST OF SOULS. 
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get a four-song black tape maxi-cd free at during the months of October and November, 


when you purchase The Projekt Sampler. This maxi featuring two tracks from their January 1999 
release -- As one aflame laid bare by desire - plus 2 unreleased tracks. 


For a free catalog, send your na 
prop@projekt.com or projekt-p. box 166155. chicago, i 
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bawhaus 


reUNITED 


EVERYTHING / | 
Double CD containing every TONES ON TAIL recording ever made 


“CRACKLE” 


(best of bauhaus) 
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Wolfheart Irreligious 
Re-issue 


A DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE 5 
A Video Companion [i 
Featuring 17 Century Media bands including mt 
Emperor, Exoous, Stuck Mojo, 

4 The long-awaited new album SenTeNceD, THE GaTHERING, SaTYRICON, 
from dark idols MoonspeLt. Masaoes, eserad cigeeees 
Their most compelling and complete work to date. 

Partake in the rapturous decadence... 
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TIAMAT-A Deeper Kind Of Slumber 
The long-awaited return of Tamar bly moving voice of Anneke 


-AVAILABLE AT ALL QUALITY RECORD STORES OR- Se some sto mapas ——_ 
ORDER BY CREDIT CARD, CALL NOW!!! 1-800-250-4600 
We also offer a free color catalog jammed with even more titles, hard -to -find imports, shirts, posters, the lowest prices and more! 
For more info write to: Century Media Records 1453A 14th St. Suite 324 Santa Monica CA 90404 USA, 
E-mail: mait@centurymedia,com, Web Site: http:/Avww.centurymedia.com 


by Leilah Wendell 


Featuring Full Colour Cemetery Photographs 
uniquely enhanced by collage and hand colouring. 
This new collectable deck of the Major Arcana 
is full-sized format, printed on 12 pt. card stock, 
laminated both sides and boxed with text. 
This is a LIMITED EDITION of 1000, 
Signed & Numbered copies. 

Highly Collectable! 

Price- $25.00 Postpaid. 
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Issue#1-art, poems, photos, stories-$3.00 
Issue#2-art, stories, interviews with: Lycia, 
Black Atmosphere, Sofia Run, Fear Cult..., 
Musik and movie reviews, Der Gruftie Szene 
Von Deutchland, photos...-$4.00 
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“the debut album from Rorschach Test on SLIPDISC records: 
meshing industrial rage and metal 
guitars with ambient and techno grooves 


Produced by Neil Kernon for Ss 


[ www.slipdisc.com ‘| 


SLIPDISC wl W. Grand Ave. 6flr 
SEE PES SE 0G On06 
records Slipdisc@mindmelt.co 
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Home of Netherworld ans Necropolis Mail Order 
The full service mail order company that provides all things dark and dangerous 


Absinthe 


WE STOCK ABSINTHE KITS AND DRINKING PARAPHERNALIA 


VISIT OUR RETAIL STORE OUR NEW CATALOG FEATURES 


Something Wicked Sinister and Unampiric Jetwelry 


23 N. DIVISION ST. PEEKSKILL N.Y.10566 F 
(914) 788-1206 (45MIN N. OF NYC) Absinthe 


CATALOG: NETHERWORLD a rs 
94 KRAFT AVE CRYPT 113 Satanica 
BRONXVILLE NY 10708 Z Z 
$2.00 Guthic Accessories 
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(508 ME rose Ave 


fa Fashion & Music For ; Hollywood, CA 
Your Darker Desires 90046 USA 


Gothic Apparel For Tel! 213.984.1339 
ff Men & Women : ! 
¥ PVC Fetishwear/Clubwear 
Vampiric Silver Jewelry 
Wigs, Cosmetics, Henna 
Hair Dye, Bondage Gear 
Skull Buckle Boots 
Doc Martens, Creepers 
Underground 14 & 20 Eye Boots 
Industrial, Goth, Darkwave CDs 
T-Shirts, Stickers, Magazines 


Send $2.00 For Mail Order Catalog 
Canada & Mexico $2.50/ Foreign $4.00 


517 N. Harbor Bl. Fullerton, CA 92632 
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“Captivating ‘post-punk goth that glows with poisonous beauty..” Chaotic Critiques, Canada 
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Ambrosia (in red) wears the Manson 
Eyes (5199), Lost Boy fangs (S150), and 
sterling silver Sabretooth Ankh ($45). 

Christine wears the Red Wolf eyes 
(S299) and the Classic fangs ($75). 


Photos by F.H. Berger 
Make-up by Roman Holiday 


Red dress by Garo Sparo 


Sabretooth graphics 
by Byron Scalzi 


Join us for the Endless 
Night, a 4-day festival of 


vy) es vampyres and dark fet- 

) 4 \ \ A. — - ishes in New Orleans Oct. 
Be | A : ~s 30 to Nov. 1, 1998 and 
he 5 H again in 1999. Live bands, 


events, Vampyre’s Biz- 
arre and much more. It will be held at the Omni Royal 
New Orleans, a 4-star hotel in the old Cajun style, situat- 
ed in the heart of the French Quarter. For more informa- 
tion please contact Sabretooth/Endless Night Productions 
at (212)529-3276 or www.sabretooth.com/endless. 


The Vampyre’s Almanac is our 
annual guide to the vampyre 

scene and includes a free Vampyre’s 
Ankh pendant. The almanac 
contains a list of organizations, 
businesses, clans, services and 
nightclubs that cater to this 
burgeoning subculture. Featured 

in the almanac is the Scroll of 
Elorath (info on the vampyre 
lifestyle), the Vampyre Calendar 
(Oct. 31 ‘98 to Nov. 1 '99), 40+ 
vampyre drinks, bios on 10 real-life 
vampires, and lists of myths from 
around the world. 

The Almanac is $13 plus $3 S&H. 


For catalogue send $3 postage paid 
to: Sabretooth, 175 5th Ave., Suite 


2669 Dept. P1, New York, NY 10010 
For more info. Contact: (212)529-7979 
www.sabretooth.com 
info@sabretooth.com 
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ADORATIONS 60007-2 


Walk into darkness 


Surrender to the iniquities of the night 


Slip into the pages of these books by 
vampire expert J. Gordon Melton 
and feel the power of the undead. 


Encyciorepia 
OF THE 
Vnprap 
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The Vampire Book 


merelopedia of the Undead, 2nd Ed. 


Vampire Book is back — 
» more facts, more features 

sling a color insert) and 

information guaranteed to 

wh the thirst of even the 
st die-hard vampire fan. 


aperback + 900 pp. 
1-57859-071-X + $19.95 


Available at fine bookstores everywhere — including 
Tower Records, Virgin Records, Barnes & Noble, B. Dalton, 
Bookstar, Book Stop, Borders Books and Hastings Books HW 


or call 1-800-776 


A WHO's WHO oF THE LINDEAD. 


The Vampire Gallery 
A Who's Who of the Undead 


Delve into the lives of 300 
fictional vampires from 19th- 
and 20th-century literature, 
film, music, theater, poetry 
and comic books. 


1998 + paperback + 600 pp. 
ISBN 1-57859-053-1 + $19.95 
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VideoHound’s® 
Vampires on Video 
Sink your teeth into this film 
guide that rates and reviews 
800 vampire flicks from early 
silents to recent releases. 


1997 + paperback * 335 pp. 
ISBN 1-57859-002-7 + $17.95 
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